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Point of Breaking 


Author's Notes: 
| know | should be continuing Childhood Memories, but this came to me and | had to get it out there.. hope you 


like it and please review. Yeah | was feeling dark. 


A single tear escaped, but only made it halfway down Duff's cheek before he brushed it away angrily. Duff 
McKagan didn't cry. That wasn't something he did - especially not over something like this. 


They had lost Steven already, so why did Izzy leaving hurt so much more? It wasn't like he had died or 
anything. 


His eyes welled up again and this time he couldn't fight it. There were too many tears, and he was just too 


tired. His eyes stung already. 


It wasn't like he'd even known Izzy that long. Axl had known him the longest, and he was already looking for 
replacements. God, Duff really hated Axl sometimes. How could he not be feeling anything? How was he always 
so ignorant? Izzy had been his best friend for so long, but it was like Axl had already forgotten he existed. 


Then again, was the pain really worth it? Maybe Axl was lucky, not having to go through this excruciating 
feeling of loss. 


Duff hated Axl. He hated him but he envied him at the same time. In fact, he felt that way about pretty 


much everyone right now. 


Anger bubbled up, combining with his sadness, causing an overflow of emotions that Duff wasn't used to. 
Before he could help himself he was throwing his empty vodka bottle forcefully at the door to his dressing 
room. He watched it shatter into a million tiny little pieces, thinking furiously how ironic it was that he could 


kind of compare his feelings to that one bottle. Empty, shattered, beyond repair. 
His whole life had just been one bottomless bottle of vodka anyway, hadn't it? That, and a few drugs. 


Immediate regret followed when he tossed the bottle, which shocked him. He stood up and numbly walked over 
to the door. He bent down, attempting to pick up the pieces of broken glass, but he cut his hand on a 
particularly sharp piece. A large red gash formed, blood flowing out from it, and Duff cried in frustration. He 
gave up on trying to pick up the glass and instead grabbed whatever was nearest, in this case a lamp, and 


threw it across the room too. 


Then he sunk down to the ground and put his head in his hands, not caring about the blood that was still 
pouring from the gouge in his hand getting all over him. 


He heard footsteps walking by his room and he heard Axl's voice telling someone about something. He didn't 


understand everything, but he was pretty sure he had the general idea 

“rhythm guitarist..Gilby Clarke..audition.in the band for sure." 

Nobody could replace Izzy. 

Resent pushed its way to the surface and Duff let out another helpless, rage-filled cry. 
The footsteps came back. Duff's door opened. Axl stood in the doorway with Slash. 


"What the fuck, Duff?" Axl looked mildly concerned. Slash was too drunk to see his friend's current state. And 
before Duff could help himself, he released his rage. 


"FUCK YOU! FUCK YOU AXL, YOU MOTHERFUCKER! FUCK YOU AND FUCK GILBY CLARKE TOO!" Duff's voice broke 
halfway through as his tears came back. He reached for another bottle of vodka (this one was half-full) and 
threw it at Axl as more hurt-filled tears spilled over his cheeks, streaming down them. He saw Axl's slightly 
baffled, partially amused look and hated him for it, but he slammed the door shut and sat against it before he 


let himself get even angrier. 


This time he didn't even try to hold back as the tears just came and came and came, flowing down his cheeks 
and dripping off his face. Then he remembered what he had thrown at Axl and cried even more over the 
spilled alcohol. Then he realized how pathetic that was, and by that point he wasn't sure whether it was 
possible to cry any harder. Then he found out that it was. 


Duff sighed in frustration and reached for another bottle of vodka The alcohol wasn't kicking in fast enough. He 
wanted to pass out. He wanted to be numb. He wanted anything to get away from the bitter sorrow he was 


experiencing. 
So he drank and he drank until he ran out, and it still wasn't enough. 


He reached for his old, used, dirty needle and filled it up with drugs - way more than he usually put in there, 
which was a lot by Duff's standards. 


"This is for fuckin’ Gilby Clarke." The words tasted bitter on his lips. 


He dug the needle into his arm, pushing much harder than necessary, and wasn't surprised when it started 
bleeding. In fact, in a twisted way, he almost enjoyed the way the blood pearled against his pale skin. It gave 
him something to focus on other than his feelings. 


Then the drugs finally kicked in, and Duff could feel his world falling apart around him. In a desperate attempt 
to get rid of the leftover rage, he kicked the coffee table in front of him. It kind of worked, and what he was 
left with was an empty feeling of despair, and that was almost worse. The helplessness that came with it all 
He had had no idea he'd been so dependent on Izzy - or was it more than that? 


Maybe everything was just coming together once and for all. 


He re-filled the needle and injected again, hissing this time. He knew he had overdone it, but by the time he 
realized, it was much too late. He had thought he was done, but he wasn't. 


He was broken but still breaking. 
And there couldn't be that much left to break. 


He started to feel dizzy, and fell back onto the ground. He hit his head against the door and a piece of the 
shattered glass that lay scattered all over the floor cut into his cheek, but he didn't care. Another bitter tear 
escaped, rolling down his face and mixing with his blood on the way down, leaving a watered down red trail along 
his face and neck. The spilled alcohol seeped into his hair, and it felt like it was seeping into his brain too. 


He knew he was damaged. He knew that much. 


And with that final thought in mind, the last whispered word that crossed his lips was this: "Fuck" The story 


of his meaningless life. 


And then everything went black. He felt no more pain and no more frustration. In fact, he felt nothing at all 
anymore, and in the sickest way, he was happy about it. 


His breaths stopped coming, one after the other, and he didn't manage to stick around long enough to see his 


bandmates to come in a minute later. 

When they took in the image before them, this grown man sprawled out on the floor, smelling strongly of 
alcohol, various jagged cuts, bruises and gashes all over his body, his originally fluffy, beautiful blonde hair 
matted and colored by the vodka and blood, his face so hopeless and lost, his eyes so empty, void of life, the 
sorrowful expression that had lingered on his face just slowly fading away, it took everything they had not to 
break down and cry themselves. 


The next day the headlines were filled with news of what had happened. 


A stiff figure sat on his couch all by himself, as he had been for a week or so, his greasy black hair framing 
his face, when the news flashed across the screen. 


"Young Guns N' Roses bass player Michael "Duff" McKagan found dead in his dressing room." 


And that was the moment when, for the first time since he was a boy, lzzy Stradlin found himself crying too, 
thinking about his friend. 


Maybe he would have been able to prevent this from happening if he hadn't left the band Maybe he could 
have been there for Duff. Regret washed over him with a painful pang, but he realized it was too late. He had 
left for good. 

And he could never go back. 


He didn't want to go back anyway, especially now that Duff wasn't there. 


Ill see him again someday", he thought, biting his lip and switching off the TV set. Then he went to get his 


guitar and work on some new songs, trying desperately to push aside all thoughts of his blonde friend. 


And that was that. 


